Early in June they received a request for money
from Bayard in San Francisco^ where he had at last
succeeded in being robbed. Miss Jenny sent it. "You
come on home/* she wired him^ not telling Narcissa*
"He'll come home? now," she did tell her; "you see if
he don't/ If for nothing else than to worry us for a
while."

But a weekJater he still had not come home^ and Miss
Jenny wired him again5 a night letter. But when the
wire was dispatched he was in Chicago, and when it
reached San Francisco he was sitting among saxo-
phones and painted ladies and middle-aged husbands
at a table littered with soiled glasses and stained with
cigarette ash and spilt liquors, accompanied by two men
and a girl. One of the men wore whipcords with an army
pilot?s wings on his breast. The other was a stocky man
in shabby serge? with gray temples and intense^ vision-
ary eyes. The girl was a slim long things mostly legs
apparently^ with a bold red mouth and cold eyes? in an
ultra-smart dancing-f rock^ and when the other two men
came across the room and spoke to Bayard she was
cajoling him to drink with thinly concealed insistence.
She and the aviator now danced together 9 and from
time to time she looked back to where Bayard sat
drinking steadily while the shabby man talked to him.
She was saying,, "I'm scared of him.55

The shabby man was talking with leashed excitabil-
ity ? using two napkins folded lengthwise into narrow
strips to illustrate something? his voice hoarse and
importunate against the meaningless pandemonium of
horns and drums. For a while Bayard had half listened?
staring at the man with his cold eyes9 but now he was
watching something or some one across the room? let-
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